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Soda Slater
?4l

By FRANK H. SPEARMAN I

Cop)tight, 1900, by KimV H. Spcsrmn

IIKX the kiv.u
engine which
we called the
s ky semper
mine out (if
iho Ziiiii'-vll- lo

-- liop. lio wa-- s

U'lmllt t ro in
pilot to tender

liur master luoihaii'O. Xeichhor, had
an idea, after her terrific collision, that
Bhe could not stand heavy main line
passenger runs, so he put her on the
Aeton cut off. It was what railroad
men call a jerk water run, whatever
that may be, a little jaunt of ten mile
across ttoe divide connecting the north
era division with the Denver stem
It was Just abont like running a trol
Joy, and the run was given to Dad
Sinclair, Cor after that lift at Oxford
his back was never strong enough to
shovel coal, and he had to take an en-

gine or qatit railroading.
Thus It happened that after many

years he took the throttle once more
and ran over, twice a day, as be does
yet, from Acton to Willow Creek.

rite boy. Georgia Sinclair, the kid
engineer, took the run on the flier op-

posite Foley just as soon as be got
welL

Georgia, who was never happy un-

less he had eight or ten Pullmans be-

hind Urn and the right of way over
everything between Omaha and Den-
ver, made great sport of his father's
little smoking car and day coach be-

hind the big engine.
Foley made sport of the remodeled

engine. He used to stand by while
the old engineer was oiling and ask
hnn whether he thought she could
catch a jack rabbit. "I mean," Foley
would say, "If the rabbit was feeling
welL

Dad Sinclair took It all grimly and
quietly. He had railroaded too long to
care for anybody's cbnff. But one day,
after the skyscraper had got her flues
pretty well chalked up with alkali. Fo-

ley Insisted that uho must be renamed.
"I have the only genuine skyscraper

on the Wet End my-elf.- " declared I'o
ley. He did have .1 new Class II en-

gine, and "lie was awe lnxplriiiir. in

truth. "I don't pnpn-e.- " he continued,
"to have her roufuod with your old
tub any lonirer. Dad."

Pad, oiling hN old tub afl'ectionatelj.
answered never a word.

"She's full of soda, isn't she, father'"
asked ttoorsrie, standing by.

"Iteekon she is. son."
"Full of water, I suppose?"
"Try to keep her that way, son."
"Sal Soda, isn't it, Dad?"
'tow, I can't say. As to that I can't

say."
"We'll call her Sal Soda, Georgia,"

suggested Kolej .

"No," Interposed Georgle. "Stop a
bit. I have It. Not Sal Soda at all.
Mnke It Soda Water Sal."

Then they laughed uproariously, and
In the teeth of Dad Sinclair's protects
for he objected at once and vigorously

the queer name stuck to the engine,
and stick- - yet.

To have een the great hulking uia
ehlne you would never have suspected
there could be another story left In her
Yet one there was a story of the wind
As she stood, too, when old man Sin
elalr took her on the Aeton run, -was

the best illustration I have ever
seen of the adage that one can never
tell from the looks of a frog how t'.ir
It will jump.

Have you ever felt the wind? Not
I think, unless you have lived on the

or on the plains. People every
where think the wind blows, but it
really blows only on the ocean and 01,

the prairies.
The .summer that Dad took the A.to

run It blew for a month steadily all
of one August hot. dry, merciless, tin
despair of the farmer and the terror ''

trainmen.
It was ou an August evening, will

the gale still sweeping up from me
MHithwest, that Dad came luuihoritu
into Acton with his little trolley train.
He had barely pulled up at the plat-
form to unload his passengers when
the station agent. Morris Reynolds,
coatless and hatless, rushed up to the
engine ahead of the hostler and sprang
Into the cab. Reynolds was one of
the quietest fellows In the service. To
t.ee bim without coat or hnt didn't
count for much in such weather, but
to see him sallow with fright and al-

most speechless was enough to stir
even old Dad Sinclair.

It was not Dad's habit to ask ques-
tions, but he looked at the man In ques-
tioning nmuzement. Reynolds choked
and caught at his breath as he seized
the engineer's arm and pointed down
the line.

"Dad," he gasped, "three cars of coal
stnndlng over there on the second spur
Mew loose a few minutes ago!"

"Where nre they?"
"Where are they? Itlown through

the switch and down the line forty
miles an hour."

The old man grasped the frightened
man by the shoulder. "What do you
mean? How long ago? When Is 1

due? Talk quick, man! What's the
matter with you?"

"Not five minutes ago. No. 1 Is due
here In less than thirty minutes. They'll
go into her sure. Dad," cried Reyn-
olds, nil in a fright, "whafll I do?
For heaven's sake, do something! I

called up Riverton and tried to catch
J, but she'd passed. I was too Lite.
There'll be a wreck, and I'm booked

for the pcnltentlnry. What can I do?"
All the while the station ngent, panic

stricken, rattled on Sinclair was look-

ing at his watch, casting it up, charting
it all under his thick, gray, grizzled
wool, fast as thought could compass.

No. 1 headed for Aeton, and her pace
was a hustle every mile of the way-th- ree

ears of eoal bowling down on
her, how fast he dared not think, and
through It all he was asking himself
what day it was. Thursday? Up!

Yes, Georgle, his boy, was on the tlier
No. 1. It was ids day up. If they met
on a curve

"Uncouple her!" roared D.ul Sinclair
In a giant tone.

"What are you going to do?"
"Rurns," thundered Dad to his lire-ma-

"give her steam, and quick, boy!
Dump In grease, waste, oil, everything!
Are you clear there?" he cried, open-
ing the throttle as he looked back.

The old engine, pulling clear of her
coaches, quivered as she gathered her-

self under the steam. She leaped ahead
with a swish. The drivers churned In

the sand, bit Into it with gritting tires
and forged ahead with a suck and a
hiss and a roar. Refore Reynolds had
fairly gathered his wits Sinclair, leav
ing his train ou the main track In front
of the depot, was clattering over the
switch after the runaways. The wind
was a terror, and they had too good a
start. But the way Soda Water Sal
took the gait when she once felt her
feet under her made the wrinkled en-

gineer at her throttle set his mouth
with the grlmness of a gamester. It
meant the runaways and catch them

or the ditch for Soda Water Sal, and
the throbbing old machine seemed to
know it, for her nose hung to the steel
like the snout of a pointer.

He was a man of a hundred eeu
then Burns but nobody knew It then.
We hadn't thought much about Burns
before. He wns a tall, lank Irish boy,
with an open face and a morning
smile. Dad Sinclair took' him on be-

cause nobody else would havo him.
Burns was so green that Foley said
you couldn't set his name afire. lie
would, so Foley said, put out a hot box
Just by blinking at it.

But every man's turn comes once,
and It had come to Burns. It was Dick
Burns' chance now to show what man-
ner of stuff was bred In his long Irl-- li

bones. It was bis task to make the
steam If he could faster than Dad
Sinclair could burn It. What use to
grip the throttle and scheme If Burns
didn't furnish the power, put the life
Into her heels as she raced the wind --

the merciless, restless gale sweeping
over the prairie faster than horse could
fly before it?

Working smoothly and swiftly into a
dizzy whirl, the monstrous drivers took
the steel In leaps and bounds. Dad Sin-

clair, leaning from the cab window,
gloatingly watched their gathering
speed, pulled the bar up notch after
notch, and fed Burns' lire Into the old
engine's arteries fast and faster than
she could throw It Into her steel hoofs.

Thnt was the night the West lhid
knew that a greenhorn had cast his
chrysalis and stood out a man knew
that the honor roll of our frontier di-

vision wanted one more name, and
that it was big Dick Burns. Sinclair
hung silently desperate to the throttle,
his eyes straining into the night ahead,
and the face of the long Irish 1d..
streaked with smut and channeled
with sweat, lit every minute with the
glare of the furnace as he fed the
white hot blast that leaped and curie I

and foamed under the crown sheet of
Soda Water Sal.

There he stooped and sweat and
swung as she slewed and lurched and
Jerked across the ll-- plates. Carefully,
nut-singl- ceaselessly lie pushed the
steam pointer higher, higher, higher mi
the dial -- and that despite the trenien
dons drafts of Dad's throttle.

Never a glance to the right or th
left, to the track or the engineer. From

" ' 'f.

I

liurns heard the cry It nerved htm to
a nupremc effort.

the coal to the fire, the fire to the wa-

ter, the water to the gauge, the gang
to the stack and back again to the co.ti

that was Burns. Neither eyes noi
ears nor muscles for anything bu'
steam.

Such a firing as the West End ne
saw till that night; such a firing as th-ol-

engine never felt In her choking
flues till that night; such a firing a
Dad Sinclair, king of nil West mil
East Eud firemen, lifted his hat to-th- at

was Burns' tiring that night u .

Soda Water Sal, the night she chast
the Acton runaways down the line t
lave Georgle Sinclair and No. 1.

It was a frightful paco how fright

rul no one ever knew; neither old man
Sinclair nor Dick Burns ever cared.
Only, the crew of a freight, side track-
ed for the approaching flier, saw an
engine flying light; knew the hunter
and the quarry, for they had seen the
runaways shoot by saw then, a min-
ute after, a star and a streak and a
trail of rotten smoke fly down the
wind, and she had come and passed
and gone.

It wns Just east of that siding, to
Burns and Sinclair always maintain-
ed, but It measured 10,000 feet east,
that they caught them.

A shout from Dad brought the drip-
ping fireman up standing, and, looking
nhcad, he saw in the blaze of their
own hendlight the string of coalers
standing still ahead of them so it
seemed to him their own speed was
so great, and the runaways were al-

most equaling It. They were making
forty miles an hour when they dashed
past the paralyzed freight crew.

Without waiting for orders what or-

ders did such a man need? without a
word Burns crawled out of his window
with a pin and ran forward ou the
footboard, clinging the best he could as
the engine dipped and lurched, climbed
down on the cowcatcher and lifted the
pilot bar to couple. It was a crazy
thing to attempt. He was much like-
lier to get under the pilot than to suc-

ceed, yet he tried It.
Then it wns that the fine hand of

Dad Sinclair came into play. To tem-
per the speed enough, and just enough,
to push her nose Just enough and far
enough for Burns to make the draw
bnr of the runaway thnt was the
nicety of the big seamed hands on the
throttle and on the nlr, the very magic
of touch which on n slender bar of
steel could push a hundred tons of fly-

ing metal up and hold It steady in a
play of six Inches on the teeth of the
gale that tore down behind him.

Again and again Burns tried to
couple and failed. Sinclair, straining
anxiously ahead, caught sight of the
headlight of No. 1 rounding O'FallonV
bluffs.

He cried to Burns, and, Incredible
though It seems, the flreman heard.
Above all the Infernal din, the tearing
of the flanges and the roaring ot the
wind Burns heard the cry. It nerved
him to a supremo effort. He slipped the
eye once more Into the draw and man-
aged to drop his pin. Up went his
hand In signal.

Choking the steam, Sinclair thre v

the brake hoes flaming against the
ulir drivers. The sand poured on th.'
rails, ami with Bums up ou the coaler
setting brakes the three great run-

aways were brought to with a JcrU
that would have astounded the inosi
reckless scapegraces in the world.

While the plucky fireman crept along
the top of the freight cars to keep
from being blown bodily through the
air, Sinclair, with every resource that
brain and nerve and power could ex-

ert, was struggling to overcome the
terrible headway of pursuer and pur-
sued, driving now frightfully Into the
beaming head of No. 1.

With the Johnson bar over and the
drivers dancing a gallop backward:
with the sand striking fire and the rails
burning under It; with the old sky-

scraper shivering again In a terrific
struggle and Burns twisting the heads
off the brake rods; with every trick ot
old Sinclair's cunning and his boy dtt
plicatlng every one of them In the
cab of No. 1 still tbey came together.
It was too fearful a momentum to
overcome, when minutes mean miles
and tons are reckoned by thousands.

They came together, but Instead of
an appalling wreck, destruction and
death It was only a bump. No. 1 had
the speed when they met, and It was
a car of coal dumped a bit sudden and
a nose on Georgle's engine like a full-

back's after a center rush. The pilot
doubled back Into the ponies, and the
headlight was scoured with nut, pea
and slack, but the stack was hardly
bruised.

The minute they struck Georgle Sin-

clair, making fast and leaping from
his cab, ran forward In the dark, pant-lu- g

with rage and excitement. Burns,
torch in hand, was himself Just Jump
ing down to get forward. His face
wore Its usual grin, even when Geor
gle assailed him with a torrent of
abuse.

"What do you mean, you red headed
lubber?" he shouted, with much the
lungs of his father. "What nre you
doing switching coal here on the main
line?"

In fact, Georgle called the astonished
fireman everything he could think of
until his father, who was blundering
forward on his side of the engine, hear-
ing the voice, turned and ran around
behind the tender to take a hand him-

self.
"Mean?" he roared above the blow

of his safety. "Mean?" he bellowed In

the teeth of the wind. "Mean? Why.
you Impudent, empty headed, ungrate-
ful rapscallion, what do you mean com-

ing around here to abuse a man that's
saved you and your train from the
scrap?"

And big Dick Burns, standing by
with his torch, burst Into an Irish
laugh, fairly doubled up before the
nonplused boy and listened with great
relish to the excited father and ex-

cited son. It was not hard to under-
stand Georgle's amazement and anger
at finding Soda Water Sal behind three
cars of coal halfway between stations
on the main line and on his time and
that the fastest time on tho division.
But what amused Burns most was to
see the Imperturbable old Dad pitching
Into his boy with as much spirit as the
young mail' himself showed.

It was because both men were scared
out of their wits; scared over their
narrow escape from a frightful wreck;
from having each killed the other,
maybe the son the father, and the fa-

ther the son.
For brave men do get scared. Don't

believe anythlug else. But between

the fright of a coward and the fright
of a brave man there is this difference

the coward's scare is apparent before
the danger, that of the brave man after
it has passed, and Burns laughed with
a tremendous mirth "at th' two o' thlm
ajawlu'," as he expressed It.

No man on the West End could turn
on his pins quicker than Georgle Sin-

clair, though, If his hastiness misled
him. When it all came clear he climb-
ed Into the old cab the cab he himself
had once gone against death In and
with btumbllng words tried to thank
the tall Irishman, who still laughed In
the excitement of having wou.

And when Neighbor next day,
thoughttul and taciturn, heard It all,
he very carefully looked Soda Water
Sal all over again.

"Dad," said he, when the boys got
through telling It for the Inst time,
"she's a better machine than I thought
she was."

"There Isn't a better pulling your
coaches," maintained Dad Sinclair
stoutly.

"I'll put her on the main line, Dad,
nd give you the 1CS for the cut off.

Hm?"
"Tho 10S will suit me, Neighbor. Any

old tub eh, Foley?" said Dad, turning
to the cheeky engineer, who bad coma
up in time to bear most of the talk.
The old fellow had not forgotten Fo-

ley's sneer at Soda Water Sal when he
rechristened her. But Foley, too, had
changed his mind and was ready to
glvo In.

"That's quite right. Dad," he ac-

knowledged. "You can get more out
of any old tub on the division than the
rest of us fellows can get out of a
Baldwin consolidated. I mean It too.
It's the best thing I ever heard of.
What are you going to do for Burns,
Neighbor?" asked Foley, with his usu-
al assurance,

"I was thinking I would give him
Soda Water Sal and put him on the
right side of the cab for a freight run.
I reckon he earned It last night."

In a few minutes Foley started off to
hunt up Burns.

"See here, Irish." said he In his off
hand way, "next time you catch a
string of runaways Just remember to
climb up the ladder aud set your
brakes before you couple. It will save
a good deal of wear and tear on the
pilot bar, see? I hear you're going to
get a run. Don't fall out the window
when you get over on the right."

And that's how Burns was made an
engineer and how Soda Water Sal wns
rescued from the disgrace of running
on the trolley.

ACTUALLY CURLS CATARRH.

Haynes & Taylor's Faith in Hyomei

is so Strong fhe Sell it Un-

der Guarantee.

Haynes & Taylor back up their
faith in Ilyonici as a cure for catarrh
and bronchial troubles with a posi.
tivc guarantee that if it does not
cure the money will be refunded.

Hyomei is based on nature's way

of curing catarrh. It contains con-centrt- ed

healing oils and gums of

the pine woods, prepared in such
form that they can be brought into
your own home though you lived out
of doors in the Adirondack's, and in
this way you can be cured of catarrh
and aflectious of the nose, thaoat aud
lungs while at home or at work.

The complete Hyomei outlit costs

but $1.00, extra bottles, if needed,
may be obtaided for f0c. With Hy-

omei catarrh can be cured pleasantly
and at small expense with no risk of

the treatment costing a penny miles
it cures.

WORMS
All chil-

dren com-
plainV " fre-
quently of
headaches,
backaches,f KCy naHHaM that "theirHB. - VL&SSKPi 'stomachs

I If that
hu'.t,"

good."
"don't

they
and

feel

l; This
is
con-

dition a
common
one and the
trouble is

almost invariably due to pin worms.
Children haven't the strength to com

bat their ills and indispositions without
the aid of some reliable medicine.

Dr. Caldwell's
(Laxative)

Syrup Pepsin
is an unfailing, harmless and absolute
cure for worms, stomach and bowel
troubles, and can be used as freely for
either baby or the bigger child, as for
full grown folks.

If your child seems indisposed, fever-
ish, fretful, peevish, and all out of sorts,
these are syratoms of worms'. One dose
of DR.CALDWELL'S SYRUP PEPSIN
as directed, the dejected condition will
soon give way to health and vigor.

DR.CALDWELL'S SYRUP PEPSIN
can bo obtained in both dollar and half-doll- ar

sizes from all druggists.
Your money will be refunded if it does

not benefit you.
Your postal card request will bring by return

mail our new booklet. "DR. CALDWELL'S
UUUK. UK WUNUEKS" and tree sample to
those who have never tried this wonderful
remedy. Write today.

PEPSIN SYRUP CO.
Mratloello, Illinois

HAYNES & TAYLOR

The Pain
Family

You know them ; they are
numerous, a'nd make their
presence felt everywhere. The
names of the family are Head-
ache, Toothache, Earache,
Backache, Stomach ache, Neu-
ralgia, etc. They arc sentinels
that warn you of any derange-
ment of your system. When
the brain nerves become ex-

hausted or irritated, Headache
makes you miserable; if the
stomach nerves are weak, in-

digestion results, and you
double up with pain, and if the
more prominent nerves arc af-

fected, Neuralgia simply makes
life unendurable. The way to
stop pain is to soothe and
strengthen the nerves. Dr.
Miles' Anti-Pai- n Pills do this.
The whole Pain family yield to
their influence. Harmless if
taken as directed.

"I find Dr. Miles' Anti-rai- n Pills an
excellent remedy for overcoming head-
ache, neuralgia and distressing pains
of all sorts. 1 have used them for the
past seven years In tfcis capacity with
the best of results."

Xtns. JOE MEKH1LL. Teru, Ind.
Dr. Miles' Antl-Pal- n Pills are sold by

your druggist, who will guarantee that
the first package will benefit. If It
fails, he will return your money.
25 doses, 25 cents. Never sold In bulk.

Miles Medical Co., Elkhart, Ind

If you arc Constipated, dull, or bil-liou- s,

or have a sallow lifeless complex-
ion, try Lax-et- s just once to see what
they will do for you. Lax-et- s are little
toothsome Candy tablets nice to cat,
nice in effect. No griping, no pain.
Just a gentle laxative effect that is
pleasing and desirable. Handy for
the vest pocket or purse. Lax-et- s

meet every desire. Lax-et- s come to
you in beautiful lithographed metal
boxes at 0 cents and 25 cents. Sold by
Haynes & Taylor.

In the museum at Exeter, England,
is n book bound In the skin of n man
who wns hanged In 1830 for poisoning
his wife.

Eczema and Pimples
are quickly and permanently cured by
ZEMO, a clean liquid for external use.
ZEMO draws the germs to the surface
of the skin and destroys them, leaving
a nice clear healthy skin. Write E. W.
Rose Med. Co., St. Louis, Mo., for
sample. All Druggists sell ZEMO.
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Sewing Machine
Before You Purchase Any Other Wrlta

THE NEW HOME SEV1M0 MACHINE COMPANY
ORANGE, MASS.

Many Sewine Machines ire made to sell regard-les- s
of quality, cl! t . " 'W liumi1" Is made

to wear. Ou- - uariT. iw. r ru .s cut.
We make Etv Ma;' -- tc i. t a'.! ccrd,4!ons

sfthetrade. T!'e".Vc,v. Hf nif s a- - 'satt'e
bead cl all Illfria.xi'niat' f.n v sewirc

Sold l,t ii:tiari ct' . .'iiivr! outy.

Nunn & Tucker.

Health in the Canal Zone

The high wages paid make it a migh-
ty temptation to our young artisans to
join the force of skilled workmen need-
ed to construct the Panama Canal.
Many are restrained however by the
fear of feAers and malaria. It is the
knowing ones those who have used
Electric Bitters, who go there without
this fear, well knowing they are safe
from malarious influence with Electric
Bitters on hand. Cures blood poison
too' biliousness, weakness and all stom-
ach, liver and kidney troubles Guaran-
teed by J. H. Orme dauggist. 50c.

THE ORIGINAL
LAXATIVE COUGH SYRUP

For all Coughs and assists in fl i Th Rat
expelling Colds from the sys Clover Blos-

som mathstem Dy genuy moving uis
Doweu. a certain Honey Bm
relief (or croup and on ctoit
wnoopine-coug- n. bottle.
Nearly all other
cough cures art weVsnconstlDatlnar.
esceclallv thost
contalnlnsrOnlates:
Kennedy's Laxative
Honey & Tar moves
the bowels, contains
no Opiates.

KENNEDY'S (mm
CONTAIN DJQ

HONEYiTAR
rUMUD AT THS LABORATORY or

C. O. DsWITT & CO., OHIOAQO, U. 8. A.

For sale by J. H. Orme

Kevil & Co.
HAVE ESTABLISHED A

Fire Insurance Agency in

MARION, KENTUCKY

If you have property in the town oP f(
Marion, let them insure it. Your
shall have no reasons to regret it. t '

Office in Press Bidding, lloom 5
Telephone 22b.

Dr. M. Ravdin,
Practice Limited to Diseases
and Defects of the

Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat,

Suits 16 and 17, Arcade
Building. Glasses Fitted.

EVANSVILLE, INDIANA

Job B. Chami-io- n T. V. Champion

Champion & Champion,

Lawyers,
Marion, Kextuckt

Will practice in all the courts of
the Commonwealth. Special atten-
tion given to collections. Office in
Press Building, second floor, Boom b"

W. H. CLARK,
Attorney-at-La- w.

Bpeoial attention given to collection!

Will practice in all the courts of the
State and in the United States court.
Office in Press Building, Boom 7.

Phone 207. Marion, Kr

J. B. KEVIL,
Lawyer

Abstracting a Specialty
Office in Press Building, Boom i

Marion - - Kentucky--.

MISS NELL WALKER

Stenographer
And Notary Public

OFFICE: With Blue & Nunn,

R. L MOORE,
Attorney-at-La- w.

Office: Room 10, Postoffice Bldg.

MARION, KY.

IMctz &. Sedbcrry
BARBERS

Clean towels, first class
work, electric massage, hot
or cold bath. Give us a call.
Opposite postoffice.

Nunn & Tucker

Undertakers and

Furniture Dealers

Salem St. MARION, KY.

Parlor
Barber Shop,

Walter McConnell, Prop.

Clean Towels and Good
Workmen.

First Class Hot or Cold Bath
Press Building

I 9
TELEPHONES

Switchboards
ALSO

Large Stock of Electric
Light, Street Railway
and Telephone Supplies
Constantly on Hand.

Don't fail to send for latest Cata-
logue No. 7.

Jas. Clark Jr. & Co.
313 W. Main St. Louisville, Ky.

FOLEYSHONEYTAR
Gurws Ooldst Prevents ineumela
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